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TEN NEOCLASSICAL STUDIES 


Light fills the room, 
the evening sun 

is a thought itself 
as yet unknown. 


Space is living 

in its own moment, 
time is a searching 
through lucid veins. 


Inside the sun 

seed choirs of angels 
are packed in a hive 
of molten glass. 


II 


My searching fingers 
comb through your hair 
as the gills ofa fish 
breath through a wave. 


Now my open fingers 

rifle buds of leaves -- O 

my shouting mouth 

through your echoing caverns. 


Ill 


Movements through 
space and time 
footprints on pages 
wind blowing deep 


Tunnel of night 
trees your destiny 
pulling you forward 
hands all around 


Known in reflection 
yes half incredulous 
consider your strange 
luck life so unknown 


IV 


Her Hair [im. Amy Winehouse] 


Light is a fire somehow 
around your hair, 

the god himself 

is struggling there -- 


A bush that cannot 
burn up in flame, 

a flame that tears 
itself, spiriting apart. 


O how you hold 

strange texts of miracles 
tangled inside 

such wordless art. 


Vv 


The town under 
mists of rain, 

and so...will I ever 
see you again? 


Paths known 
in darkness 
our lives 
moving on, 


My thoughts 
staying with you 
long long after 
you're gone. 


VI 


These leaves of faces 
thrown in 

the time-fire -- now 
see them burning there. 


Faces framed in 

a fringe of light 

in the mind now trying 
and trying to sleep -- 


As though in 

a flash of sun, 

or the prints of some lipstick 
on a napkin. 


Vil 


2011 
[for Project Lie-alot] 


Hayauasca! 
High tabasco, 
yes, I have 
drunk you down, 


Olam so 
dizzy 

as I walk 
through town. 


Show me who my friends are 
and my enemies 

(O the Reptilians ! -- 

soon we'll be on our knees!) 


Vill 


You there who walk 
through my mind 

-- admittedly only 
sometimes at night, 


Almost as if you 
couldn't stand, 

or else not stand for, 
being seen in the light -- 


I do not ask who 

and do not ask why, 

I only ask what 

you are keeping from me. 


IX 


A crystal of light 

in the quiet room 

cut through now 

with thought-forms -- 


Unknown worlds 
exfoliate, clamoring -- 
invisible, infinite -- 
around each mote, 


Unsuspected things 
opening, deepening -- 
mountains, canyons, 
this silent turbulence. 


My mind when I 
close my eyes 
dreaming sees you 
sitting there. 


Time has gone by 
and yet still 

I can't help it I 

still think of you -- 


How amazing it 
would be to see 
you again actually 
sitting near me. 


LYRICS 


I have never been 

able to find 

the one that I needed -- 
where was she? 


Once I did perhaps, for a while, 

her name written here; 

circumstances of one kind or another, 
mutilation perhaps, 

of various kinds, 


Misery deliberately designed -- 
who were you? Where? -- 
your name written here. 

But I am so tired of the pain, 

I can’t take it anymore. 


It was never really 

there for me, 

I could never really find 
someone to 

care for me, 

no I just couldn’t. 


And if I ever did 

before too long I’d find 

out that -- no, 

she really wouldn’t, 

even though I thought she should. 


Loneliness is 

something that everybody 
talks about, 

but no one ever 

does anything about it. 


Unlimited light 

pouring through 

the window 

onto the floor, 

shining on the boxes by the door. 


How I would like 

someone 

I could love completely, 
someone smart and pretty 
sweet and kind of sexy too. 

But I don’t know, 

I don’t think it can happen here. 


How I would like 

someone 

who could be everything 

you would ever want, 

that total love 

we all want to have. 

But I don’t know, 

I don’t think it can happen here. 


Well it was just 

something that came 

and went, 

yes, an old flame 

you might say, 

although that's rather quaint. 


Yes, she was 

someone I knew 

long, long, long 

ago -- oh it's been so long 
that no one -- not even I -- 
wants to hear this song. 


And you might 

ask me why 

did it have to end, 

Yes, who can say? 

since even now I think about it, 
long into the night 

and sometimes in the day. 


I am sitting here 

waiting for the time 

I'll stop thinking of you 
maybe I'll write something -- 
maybe it'll even rhyme -- 
but I don't really know 

what to do 

to be done with you. 


I'm sitting here 

waiting for my heart 

to stop beating for you, 
maybe even start 

in on something else, 
something, you know, 
kind of new -- 

but it just goes to show 
that I don't really know 
what to do 

to be done with you. 


New York rain 

is at it 

coming down 
quietly over the town 
once again, 


A cool gray rain 

-- and I think of you -- 
coming down 

softly again -- 

just as the street sounds dim 
and evening comes on. 


I want you 

near me -- yes, 

but yet 

I can't help but know that 
it really won't likely be so. 


I want you 

to touch me -- oh 

it would be 

just beyond wonderful, 


and yet I don't think you ever will. 


I want you 

to love me -- for don't you know 
that every soul needs 

an intimate counterpart 

to finish its secret art. 


I wonder where 
you are 

and what 

you're doing there. 


So many miles 
and worlds 
apart 

it often feels -- 


Looking away 
into 

the sky 

on a given day. 


TO THE READER 


You who read 
me who are 
you and what? 
your eyes far 


So far down in 
lamplit water 

your face obscured 
in the bright screen 


I am searching now 
for the thought that 
I cannot think 

by myself alone 


My writing is 

this searching -- 
here, now 

what I cannot find 


I cannot find 

and cannot grasp 
by myself alone -- 
you must help me 


You who read me 
help me to find 

to know here 

what I cannot know 


What is the grip 
that one mind 
has can have 

on another one? 


You who read me, 
what do you think? 
tell me, hear me 
and let me hear 


What are the steps 
now taken in 

the same path by 
how many walkers? 


Known, unknown 
came opening 

these moments here 
waiting silence 


Known, unknown 
thinking is felt 
heard waited for 
and not attempted 


Luminous vigilance 
now tense and quick, 
the confused order 
the silent clamorous 


The sounds outside 
the window as 
I think these words 
these thoughts 


Felt as thought 
time burgeons 
separates multiplies 
in these syllables 


Where is the 
sentence taking 
me in its reasoned 
improvisation? 


FOR SIMONE WEIL 


Simone advises 

there is always a choice 
and those in the past 
chose as they did 


Consequences ramify 
shatter through the world, 
the maps of history 

are smashed windshields 


Accordion pleats 

of time 

drawing out and then 
squeezing in toward crises 


You at the table 
there in the café 
your hands 

in your lap, Simone 


What one thinks 
another may think, 
but what were you 
thinking, being? 


What is existence 

that we have it 

and then do not, 

where are you Simone? 


Soon now in 
the Nothing I 
and with all 
of the others 


Old photographs 
are so haunting 
haunted noon light 
on tables and chairs 


The dapple of trees 

on bare arms 

on necks bent over books 
Where are they? 


They speak of your 
homeliness -- 
graceless unattractive 
so they say 


And yet I say 

you were beautiful, 
at least in one 
photograph 


And therefore were, 

the light there 

at that moment 

knowing what they did not 


Did you look down 

at your hand 

while writing, 

every hand’s the same 


My hand like yours, 
crawling through light 
scratching at the wall 
of a written page 


Touching the face 

in an old picture 

of someone long gone 
who will not return 


Youth is exhausting 
I sometimes think 
we should pity 
those who have it 


You burned up 
not with 

youth only 

as others do 


Getting merely older 
through cindered days, 
you burned in the fire 
that must never stop 


Thought is a fire 

that burns through 
everything, the world 
is mere paper in it 


How so then, 

a young woman -- 
how should she 
survive? 


If she stand 

in the middle 

in the very middle 
she is most unwise 


They speak of your 
awkwardness, 
clumsy I have 
heard it said 


And so they, 

what about them? 
Nureyev every one 
of them, no doubt 


Your courage, your 
energy for others, 
to work in a factory 
to fight in Spain 


IDEAS 


With the other eye 
I am listening 
with the other ear 
watching 


With the other mind 
I am feeling 

outside of space 
and outside of time 


With the other self 
there in the unseen light 
in teeming emptiness 
the living concepts 


The other mind, 
that above me 
that guides 

that accompanies 


Felt at moments 
seen at moments 
felt and heard 
speaking, showing 


The other mind 

I am given, 

mind not my own 
moving elsewhere 


A plane above 

the world-breath, 
as the sky is above 
the wind passing 


Now, a time 
without movement 
subsisting inside 
our own thought 


Is it your thought 
or is 1t mine 

in this moment 
as you read me? 


Light is filled 

with a world or worlds 
and yet it is 

not really filled 


Light is filled 
with a thought 
and yet still it is 
not a thought 


Light is filled 

with its own mind 
and yet I feel 

its warmth, its touch 


Unseen light 

this beauty a 
purely conceptual 
Beatitude 


Emptiest idea 
radiantly clear 
invisible 

and so full 


Filled with a warmth 
that is other-than, 
filled with a 

Being elsewhere 


Voices from nowhere 
who or what 

is speaking silent 

and unmistakable 


I set down words 
familiar, alien 

each one obscure 

in its strange depths 


Feel now each of 

an unknown origin 
fathomless light hidden 
unseen in thought 


MOODS 


Moods are things 
that catch me 

in a sudden light, 
a passing moment 


We never know just 
where or when it will 
and then who knows 
when it will again 


Shadow leaf and branch 
across your forehead 

or just a quick 

and meaningful glance 


Leaves fill up 
the trees now 
reaching out to 
wind sun sky 


And leaves wash 

the day’s window 
they’re wiping it 

ever so clean 


Now it’s so clear 

I can see straight through 
to the other day 

and the other tree 


Well I don’t know 
where all the time 
could have gone, it was 
so quickly gone too 


Yes, it went so 

quickly and sometimes 
not too bad I would 
also have to say 


Yet starting up out 

of a vacant mood 

again I can’t help but ask 
Where is the time, the day? 


Never actually quite worked 
between me and any 

of them, really I 

don’t know why 


Early and such difficult -- 
traumatic actually -- 
experience can’t 

help at all, not at all 


And yet despite everything 
I would still like 

sometimes to try once more, 
before I’m out the door 


I remember how 
it was that day 
when it was all 

so absolutely right 


Light was like bright 

bricks of gold straight up 
the wall and we could climb 
there weightlessly 


Imagine stepping up 

into another life 

entirely free, not like this 
dark man hole that we’re in 


Water flows through 
the sky and you 
really have to wonder 
actually why 


Wind blows through 
the ground and 

you really have to say 
it’s a bit unsettling 


Light flashes in 

an eye but here 

you see it’s like the sea’s 
mysterious phosphorescence 


Everyone has so 
many moods, 

they crowd through 
inside each other 


My face seen 

in the corner of 

the window, branches 
fan my brow 


Anxious and yet 

dreaming awake 
something somehow better 
I was thinking now 


Is the light something 
I can see or is it 
something rather 

that sees me? 


Sometimes it seems 
it is like a tune 

that I catch onto 
from hearing you 


From hearing the 

music of your voice, 

the meaning of your 
thoughts and of my own 


What is your voice? 
As you begin to 
speak, do you know 
what you'll say? 


Standing in the light 
of the ordinary street 
on a given and quite 
ordinary day -- 


Yet everything is changed, 
not only what you say -- 
the mere fact of being 
here, now, in this way 


10 


It was too bad 

about you, that 

you were so crazy, 

I still hear your voice 


Thrown forward 
through the tunnel 
of space and time -- 
grasping, listening 


How can | ever 

find you, reach 

to where you are, know 
you as back then? 


11 


Light prints the wall 
with leaves and 
branches, wind motions 
seen cannot be felt 


And the sun's tap is 
slowly turned off 

till only a thin stream 
leaks orange copper 


How the shadows 

seem so solid then, 
almost like living trees, 
real building, living men 


THE STRANGER 


Stranger from the dark 
wood you I 

remember so well 

I can never not 


Stranger yet so 
new to me and 
always this is 

the way I must be 


Remembering you 
never to be free 

of that memory so 
clear yet still inside me 


We lay there on 
the floor on 

the light itself 
that fell in 


That was our 

carpet drawn slowly 
away with the 
slowest fleeting hours 


Give me back 

that time those few 
hours minutes 
days, that light 


Where are you 

I am thinking 

no it is not thinking 
it is not a thought 


Amputation of you 
worse than the 
scar stitched into 
me at birth 


Hemorrhaging of 
life trauma of 
memory of breath 
itself a cry 


Her nipples are 
pinches of 
brown sugar 
held between lips 


They are buds 
that open into 
flowers roses 
in my mouth 


I am swallowing 
roses petals 

and perfume 
drowning in them 


Your kisses yes 
your skin the 
softest ever there 
is no way to say it 


Our four hands 
underneath the 
white sheets like 
roots under snow 


A jar is sealed 

and inside of it 
clear honey where 
your eyes are shining 


Your mouth with 
cigarette smoke 
and the wind 

is full of rain 


Autumn streets 

that smell like 
burning leaves fresh 
in the cold night 


Your hair was full 

of tobacco scent 

of chopped and sweet 
dried flowers hay 


SPACE TIMES 


Bright lit cumuli 

float overhead, 

they seem to have 
scorch marks on them 


Seething yellow 

of the burning green -- 
cornfields nearly still 
in the light wind 


And beyond them 

see the blue sky 

of the river with 

its straight row of suns 


In the evening 

all the pain, 

fatigue and sadness 
of my days 


In the evening 

it is as though 

my life were 

a bare apartment -- 


This room in which 

I sit, my window 
open to the street and 
the sounds outside 


You the still unknown 
yet perfect woman -- 
who are you and 
where are you? 


For long ages 

I have waited 
searching, hoping 
somehow to find you 


Will I ever, will 

I ever know you? -- 
ever hear your voice 
or just see your face? 


Now the fatigue 
of the evening, 
and the sun is 
green going down 


Distracted memories 
as I walk alone 
late through the 
bare downtown 


Perhaps I will 

walk by that place 
where I held you and 
where I kissed you once 


Morning, and who 
can say what 

it really is -- it 

is the day 


But what is that 
and where, yes 

and who especially 
can be there -- 


Is allowed to be -- 
thinking acting striving 
however they may, yes 
who can say? 


Three Statements, During IIIness 


Seigneur, you give me 

This very illness, 

Latest of several -- 

And yet still 

I continue to know 

The splendor of existence -- 

Its inward if not outward freedom, 
Its moments of sudden clarity -- 
And still 

The beauty of the world, 

Both above and below: 

Above, 

Where there is light, 

Regnant divinity -- 

Splendor 

Beyond what may occur to sight, 
Ultimate comprehension 

Both within 

And by 

The ultimate of mind; 

Below, where 

There is beauty 

Delimited within each thing, 
Unlimited in all -- 

The radiant, the intricately ordered whole. 


II 


See light come 

To the window 

In the early morning, 

And I do not feel well; 

Attempt to rise 

Then consider the alternatives -- 
Yes, it is ill. 

Still, to be able to know the day; 
Still, to see the light 

That fills it 

Even part way 

As yet 

But soon will fill it all, 

Expand it by an infinite degree 
Beyond the limited demesne of night 
Outward to an absolutely filled infinity -- 
This is magnificence itself, 

Given here, and now, to all, to me. 


Ill 


Open the eyes 

Open the mind 

Open the gateways of the body as well, 
These too 

Must be opened 

Just as the day, 

Each for itself, each in its own way, 
Each drawn by the others outward 
Toward a whole -- 

A single person who attempts to rise. 
And so the light 

Dimly radiant 

There on the opposite wall 

I see not merely with my eyes 

But with my living, breathing, with my moving here as 
well, 

Such as it is. And yet more truly is: 

In the mind that also there must see -- 

In the light that is given there to see 

By the mind that is given there to know: 
A living nature that can never be denied, 
However much now narrowed and impaired. 


An Evening in Early Summer 


In the dimming light 
of my bedroom, 
the lamp not on 


--outside, copper and green light of this June evening 
when I am late starting 
--it is June 18" — 
to describe the season as it is, 
as it appears to be 


How light opens its broad blue field through the daytime 
sky 
breaking apart the clouds, 
burning through them at their edges — 


how high and how intensely blue 
the June sky at its deepest depth, 
such vertigo as I stare up into it 


the concave bowl where bright lit cumulus clouds 
float toward peripherally seen curved edges 
that burn a vague, a dusty white — 


infinity of sky, of clouds and light, 
held in my mind 
within my dimming room 


An Afternoon in Late June 


The leaves, the bushes all 
are cracking open with the light -- 
sunlight opening through them 
as the wind is active around 


Heat blur of day 
hazed over the waiting trees, 
something building in summer’s atmosphere, 
something is tuning itself 
to something else in the light 


There is mystery in growth, 
the inexplicable in light itself, 
in day itself, in time 


Sitting in the sun 
my shadow tilted on bright concrete white as quartz, 
I turn the pages of my book, 
hand shadow moving with me 


What is building in the world, 
inside the day 
inside the mind? 


What is working through me 
as I sit here 
soaking light? -- 
touching a bright page, 
hearing the day around me , 
feeling the bright sun 
hearing my own thought 


Harvest 


I am coming toward you again 
as I move toward the later season, 
I who streamed once 
from the source where you must be 


Layer on layer -- 
breaking from the many coverings, 
leaf upon leaf — 


dry leaves crumble away 
inside the brushing palm 


that strips the dry sheaf of basil from its bush 


Or kernels of small grain -- 
stony, grit-like, whitened, and hard 


these later bits of a harvest — 
let them fall somewhere 


and they will fall somewhere 


Night in the Back Yard 


Deep blue and India ink of sky 


intricate needlepoint of dim constellations 
held up by rough black velvet of horizon trees 


Looking up into a pool, a portal, 
looking far into the past -- 
light-crystal of space-time 
formed now around me here 


Striking a bright match -- 
held in my hand, 
pale illuminated palm and fingers 
like a shell, 
a beating heart -- 
an ear listening 


Tide of living time, 
blood of earthly passageways -- 
pulse and dim vibration 
and yet a bright attunement, 
this living existence 
infinitely small 


A fragile thing 
burning quickly, 
petals of flesh and bone 
warmed more slowly 
though fingertips themselves 
already burnt 
are holding their light 


And I drop it quickly 
to the dark damp grass -- 
looking up, 
bright circles around my sight 


A Later Statement 


I am listening as my thought 
moves toward you 
though I do not hear as yet 
what I am listening for 


--or do I nonetheless? 


Where was I bound for 
when diverted somehow 
for some reason 
into this place below? — 


tell me the reason, 
show me somehow 


It has been long 
yet strangely brief -- 
a flash bulb of light 
in a single face, 
my face 
I have been dazzled nearly blind 


by sun and wind, by rain, 
indeed by all seasons 


and at times by others moving about me here 
through these dark currents, 
their hands searching, reaching 


I am moving onward myself, 
like them -- 
leaves of the river parted against its streaming grain, 


beaded as with star points 
streaming in rain and darkness, in light itself 


I refuse to crouch in the rushing, 
I refuse to crawl or bend — 


I hope that all will understand me — 


I am moving forward 


The Skies 


Blue fields of light 


these skies so full of space 
they bend it toward us here 
Below 
we await their lightning, 
their suns that come and go 
and their storms of rain and wind 


above these still 
the steady and luminous blue -- 
undelimited oceans where the clouds are ships, 
white trails of sea lanes 
faintly apparent — here, there 


Skies 
you are the threshold 
where earth 
and all the universe beyond the earth are met, 
a joining as of a lens and light 


I remember as a boy 
holding the sun of an afternoon 
deep inside the half sphere of a magnifying glass 
burning a hole through newsprint, 
a smoking worm hole bored 
through dusty days and weeks 


What forces are aligned now 
inside the days passing on? — 


above the printed landscapes, marked and graded 
mountains, 
broadest ocean fields, green and tawny plains 
above the cities, suburbs, towns and villages, 
crowded with new pages and with old pages 


Shadow Bars 


Light filtering through 
wind with its shadow leaves 
printing the window 
of translucent amber light cubes 
held in a basket weave 
of shadows, 
these shadow bars 


Light is its own window, its own wall 
See built here, now, the light’s own structures 


Hands of the burning enigma — 
glory of new dimensions, possibility, 
potential of the teeming concepts, 
the radiant forms of thought 


What new worlds 
nearly present here 
disclosed, unrecognized? 


--burgeoning of infinite forms 
inside a window pane: 
the conception of new Being, 
or beings — 
to accompany the angels that are standing there — 


the new men and women 


Those Not Yet 


You the unknown 
who will, who must come after — 
who are you? 
Where? 


In my thought still as yet 
or in the thoughts of others, 
or in the day outside? 


Forms of the clouds building high over the fields, 
the hills in the near distance 
illuminated with the sharp warm afternoon sun 


A sun as though nearly full, nearly filled 
with something— 
but with what? 


How strangely light so often seems a substance 
or even a living thing 


What living beings 
living minds are implied there? 
perhaps even now somehow there, 
but where? 


--waiting for permission to step down to us, 
waiting for consent to be given within a thought 
or in a rising impulse: 
wind through the trees 
touching at leaves, touching everywhere 
those in the day and those not yet 


Whose Was the Face? 


Sitting in the evening in my room alone 
I wonder of my life going by me 
even as I sit here 


And it has been both fast and slow it seems -- 
the enormous labor of the years 
at moments grasped with some brief images, 
images merely 


that flash through the mind like tricks of light in a window 
or linger a moment 


How long I have lived I sometimes think — 
is it possible it really has been thirty years 
since I walked on certain streets? 


How I remember the look, the feel, 
the scent of the air — 
at a particular corner near a house 
I still can visualize so clearly 


The night breeze shifting the dark leaves of the trees, 
the moon beyond at moments glinting through them, 
the feel of the sidewalk underneath my feet 
as I stand there, the clothes that lam wearing — 


the look of my own face caught by chance 
in an odd reflecting surface — 
a storefront window, the windshield of a parked car 


Whose was that face? whose was that life so long ago, 
so briefly there, so quickly past?— 
and yet still with me somehow 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as having 
been a meeting place at one time for dissident intellectuals in the 
years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive work, we 
had various occasions to discuss aspects of his past and current 
writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do you 
locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to grasp, 
mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a scene, an 
event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that seems to convey 
the reality of that is good, any language which remains merely 
language, merely words, is for me of no interest, in some cases it 
is actively negative, in the sense of being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much of 
our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in themselves 
are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell students that all the 
time. Words most often merely convey the usual accepted social 
understanding. Writing is for the purpose of grasping reality 
itself, which is always something other than the social 
understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct these 
false social understandings. At times its purpose is to merely 


reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, as it were. 
But even this itself has a certain basic political significance, in 
the sense that awakened human beings will act and think 
differently than those who are at rest in the normal tranquilized 
non-perception that we usually are caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very undeveloped 
culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. (The US, that is.) 
There is, for example, a great deal of rather stifling political 
correctness, as it's called, and to get away from that is itself a 
positive thing. For a while I had no idea how I would ever get all 
this material published, especially if you're not there trying to do 
all the "networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no clue, I 
still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that you could just 
do it all by yourself, by means of the internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 


Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, if 
you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much it would 
weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that something 
you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety of 
experiences. My first models for the artist were people such as 
Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in a very wide 
range of forms and even use widely different styles. Of course, I 
can't compare myself to people like that, but it was still a goal, to 
try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return to 
some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some Chinese 
poets, but don't ask me which ones. 


All right, but can you say whether they are modern or classical? 
Classical. My favorite is Mung Hao-Ren, actually. 


Would you like to say anything about these pieces? 


They combine traditional lyric forms with motifs from popular 
song, jazz lyrics and so forth. I was thinking of poets like Sandro 
Penna, Creeley, John Wieners, as well as of older traditional 
work. 
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